
An Inventory 

Kore 

Inside a small, old cardboard box lies 

the oldest object Silke and I possess: a 

terracotta head of a Kore, shaped in 

Greece more than 2,500 years ago. It is 

a fragment from an Archaic votive 

figure — one of the many small 

offerings placed in sanctuaries 

dedicated to Demeter and Kore, the 

mother and daughter central to the 

Eleusinian tradition. 

Terracotta figures of this type were 

produced in large numbers across the 

Greek world. They were mould-made, 

fired in simple kilns. Most were 

inexpensive, accessible to ordinary 

people, and intended as personal 

dedications rather than public 

monuments. The head we have is typical of the period: stylised features, a calm 

expression, and faint traces of what was once a patterned hairstyle. 

The myth behind these offerings was well known. Kore — Persephone — was the 

figure whose abduction and return structured the agricultural cycle and formed the 

basis of the Eleusinian Mysteries, the longest-running religious rites of the ancient 

Mediterranean. For nearly two millennia, initiates travelled the Sacred Way from 

Athens to Eleusis, taking part in a sequence of rituals whose details were never 

written down. The secrecy surrounding the Mysteries was enforced by law, and even 

in antiquity, accounts of the rites remained deliberately vague. 

Votive practice in the Demeter and Kore cults was personal and varied. People left 

terracotta figures, small heads like this one, clay plaques, or more elaborate 

offerings depending on their means. These dedications served as requests for 

protection, expressions of gratitude, or hopes for a good harvest. This fragment likely 

stood in a sanctuary along one of the routes toward Eleusis or in a rural shrine 

connected to the wider cult. 

The Manuscript (In Its Wooden Box) 

Another old object that Silke and I have is a medieval Roman-use antiphonary for 

the Divine Office, with a strong Paschal focus. For years I assumed it was a Gregorian 

or Carthusian chant book; only after photographing it and analysing the images did 

its identity become clear. 

It is a large parchment manuscript, bound in later leather over wooden boards. Its 

condition is fragile: the binding is broken, the red rubrics have faded, and there are 

signs of old mould — but it has survived. The notation is the square-neume system on 



a four-line stave, standard for the 

Roman tradition. The script is a 

Gothic book hand, a mixture of 

textualis and rotunda forms, 

suggesting a scriptorium in northern 

France, the Low Countries, or 

western Germany. Its date — 

somewhere between the 13th and 

15th centuries — places it in the 

period when liturgical books were 

still copied by hand. 

The contents confirm its function: 

antiphons, responsories, invitatories, 

versicles, Eucharistic chants, and 

the offices for Easter and various 

saints, including S. Hugone 

episcopus. The Paschal section is 

particularly full, which is typical for 

Roman-use antiphonaries, as Easter 

was the centre of the liturgical year. 

Some of the chants will be familiar 

to anyone who knows the Western 

liturgical tradition: 

Dum transisset sabbatum… “When the Sabbath was past, Mary Magdalene and the 

other Mary came to see the tomb. Alleluia.” A standard Easter antiphon rooted in 

the Gospel of Mark. 

Resurrexit Dominus sicut dixit… “The Lord has risen as He said. Alleluia.” A brief line 

found in most medieval antiphonaries. 

Accipite et comedite… “Take and eat: this is my body.” The Eucharistic antiphons 

preserve the same words used in the Mass today. 

There are also references to the Inventio Sanctae Crucis, the Finding of the Holy 

Cross, a widely observed medieval feast. 

The manuscript shows the characteristics of a working liturgical book: abbreviations, 

inconsistent spelling, occasional hurried writing, and signs of regular use. These books 

were communal tools, handled by multiple cantors and repaired as needed. 

The Cabinet 

In our home stands a cabinet that has quietly watched over the family for more than 

a century. Its carved capitals and dentil moulding echo the architecture of ancient 

temples — Ionic scrolls, Corinthian leaves, the visual language of Greece and Rome 

reimagined by German and Austrian craftsmen in the late 1800s.  

It is a Gründerzeit Neoclassical Revival cabinet, made somewhere between 1880 

and 1910. Gründerzeit — literally “founders’ time” — refers to the period of rapid 



industrial and cultural expansion in the 

German-speaking world following unification 

in 1871. Furniture from this era often borrowed 

heavily from classical forms: pediments, 

pilasters, acanthus leaves, and the 

architectural vocabulary that signalled 

education, stability, and aspiration. 

Otto’s Table 

The table was crafted by Silke’s second 

great-uncle, Otto Emil Biegemann (born 24 

May 1885, Heide, Dithmarschen, 

Schleswig-Holstein) in March 1904 when he 

was nineteen, likely as part of his journeyman 

assessment. It has a circular top with a 

scalloped edge and a carved surface 

arranged around a central square motif. The 

pattern consists of repeated geometric and 

leaf-like forms laid out in a radial scheme. The 

base is a turned central column with three 

curved legs forming a tripod. The construction and carving are consistent with 

early-20th-century workshop practice in Schleswig-Holstein. Otto carved his name 

and the date on the underside of the tabletop. 

The Biegemann–Rohwedder Household 

Julius Joachim Heinrich Biegemann, an 

Eisenbahnassistent (steam-train railway assistant), and 

Anne Sophie Henriette Rohwedder lived in the Heide 

area in the late nineteenth century. Earlier members 

of the Biegemann family were from Mehlbek, 

Steinburg, indicating a movement north-west into 

Dithmarschen before the 1870s. 

Their children recorded in the Heide civil registers 

include: 

• Frieda Johanne Elise (1878–1950) 

• Anna Selma (1880–1966) 

• Otto Emil (1885–?) 

• Johann (dates unknown) 



Anna Selma later married Emil Georg Willy Peters, 

forming the Peters line from which Silke descends. 

Otto married Minna Emilie Wilhelmine Wülf in Altona 

in 1916. The family’s presence in Heide is 

documented through multiple birth entries, later 

marriages, and surviving objects such as Otto’s 

carved table from 1904 — the earliest material trace 

of this branch. 

The Heirloom Book 

It is a Gesangbuch, a Lutheran hymnal 

bound in dark leather and secured with 

a heavy metal clasp set with a red 

stone. The stone on the back — the 

side that rested against tables and 

pews — is long gone. These hymnals 

were once given as wedding gifts, 

carried to church, used for home 

devotion, and passed down through 

generations. They often became 

repositories of memory, and this one is 

no exception. 

Inside the front cover, pasted in place, 

is a marriage dedication from 1811 — a 

blessing written in careful script, offering 

love, faith, and the hope that God 

would watch over a new household. 

The phrasing is typical of 

early-19th-century Lutheran piety: 

earnest, practical, and grounded in the 

belief that marriage was a covenant 

between two people and God. 

It reads, in part: “Upon the gifting of this book, remember, my child, that the hearts 

of us both are so inclined. With true love and faithfulness may we meet one another, 

and then the dear God will also bless our marriage.” 

It is addressed to Anna Margaretha Johannsen, from her bridegroom Parum 

Dreewes, in the year 1811. The book that Anna held in her hands now sits beside me, 

more than two centuries later. 

Tucked deeper inside is a strip of paper from 1791, recording the birth and baptism 

of twins — Sara Christina Böhm (Silke’s fourth great-grandmother) and Margaretha 

Elisabeth Böhm. The ink has browned and the paper has thinned, but the names 

remain. Someone preserved this small record for reasons we can only guess, and the 

book kept it safe. 



Between the pages lies a 

black-and-white photograph, slipped in 

by a later hand: a street, a house 

behind trees, a solitary figure walking 

toward the camera. No caption, no 

date — just a moment someone wanted 

to keep. 

The hymns themselves fill the rest of the 

volume: morning songs, evening songs, 

and the devotional repertoire of 

patience, hope, faith, and gratitude. 

Printed in Gothic type, they were meant 

to accompany every season of life.  

In many Lutheran households, hymnals 

like this were among the most personal 

objects a family owned. They travelled 

with emigrants, were carried to baptisms 

and funerals, and often held pressed 

flowers, notes, and small keepsakes. 

They were, in a way, the spiritual diaries of ordinary people. 

This one has survived wars, relocations, 

and the long passage of time. It shows 

that family history is not only found in 

official records or grand narratives. 

Sometimes it is held in the clasp of a small 

leather book, passed from hand to hand, 

waiting to be opened again. 

The Pausanias Books 

These two little volumes have been in the 

cabinet for as long as anyone 

remembers. One carries a reader’s notes: 

angled handwriting, quick references, 

reminders to check a passage — the 

practical marks of someone keeping 

track of ideas. The handwriting is not 

recent; it looks late 19th or early 20th 

century. 

They are early-19th-century German 

editions of Pausanias, printed by Metzler 

in Stuttgart — small, portable, and meant 

for use. They were research tools for a 

student or teacher, compact enough to 

slip into a coat pocket or satchel. They 

belonged to a time when classical 



education was still the backbone of European schooling, 

and when books like these formed part of the intellectual 

furniture of everyday life. 

Pausanias himself was a Greek traveller of the second 

century CE, a careful observer who walked through the 

cities and sanctuaries of the ancient world and wrote 

down what he saw. His Description of Greece is part 

guidebook, part cultural record — a catalogue of 

temples, myths, rituals, and local histories at a moment 

when many ancient traditions were already beginning to 

fade. 

He wrote when numerous sanctuaries were still intact, 

though some were in decline. His work preserves details 

that would otherwise have been lost: the layout of 

temples, the placement of statues, the stories attached to 

springs, groves, and shrines. Archaeologists in the 19th 

century relied heavily on him. When excavations began at Olympia in the 1870s, 

Pausanias served as the map — guiding trenches, confirming identifications, and 

occasionally correcting assumptions. 

There is little appetite today for this kind of reading. Pausanias is not fashionable. He 

is too detailed for casual readers, too digressive for modern tastes, and too earnest 

for those who prefer their classics in summary form. Yet he remains one of the most 

important witnesses to the ancient world — a man who walked, looked, and 

recorded what he saw. 

So back in the cabinet they remain. 

The Hamburg Books 

Two books, very different in scale and 

intention, yet long settled together in the 

cabinet. 

The first is a large architectural survey 

prepared for a gathering of German 

architects and engineers in 1909. It is heavy 

with images: engravings of public buildings, 

plans, elevations, technical drawings, and 

even the layout of the steamship Augusta 

Victoria, one of the early luxury liners of the 

Hamburg America Line. 

Hamburg’s architectural identity has always 

been tied to water, trade, and fire. The most 

dramatic example is the Great Fire of 1842, 

which the book references indirectly through 

the buildings that replaced what was lost. The 

Pausanias 



fire began on the night of 4 May 1842 in a 

warehouse on the Deichstraße, near the 

Nikolaikirche. A stove or heating 

apparatus left burning in a cigar 

warehouse ignited stored materials. More 

than 1,700 buildings were destroyed; 

about one third of the Altstadt burned; 

20,000 people were left homeless. The fire 

burned for three days, and major 

landmarks were lost, including the old 

Nikolaikirche. 

The rebuilding that followed reshaped the 

city’s layout, widened streets, introduced 

new fire regulations, and set the stage for the 

architectural developments shown in the 1909 

volume. The book captures Hamburg at a 

moment when it was asserting itself as a modern 

port city — confident, expanding, and 

architecturally ambitious. 

The second book, Zimmermann’s Neue Chronik 

von Hamburg (1820), is much smaller and far more 

modest. No illustrations, no architectural plates — 

just a steady narrative voice tracing the city’s 

history from its beginnings to the early 19th 

century. Where the larger book shows Hamburg in 

lines and elevations, this one records it in events, 

stories, and civic continuity. 

Zimmermann wrote at a time when 

Hamburg was still a free imperial city, 

governed by its own senate and 

shaped by centuries of mercantile 

independence. His chronicle covers 

fires, floods, plagues, political 

changes, and the long rhythms of a 

city that had always lived with the 

tension between vulnerability and 

resilience. It is a reminder that cities 

are not only built in stone and timber 

but also in memory and record. 

Together, the two books form a 

dialogue: one showing Hamburg rebuilt and modernising, the other showing the 

Hamburg that came before. 

They are not rare books — except, perhaps, in the sense that few of their kind have 

travelled as far as New Zealand. They sit in the cabinet now, side by side. 



Karl-Heinz Peters’ Camera 

At first glance, the camera 

looks like a Leica. The 

proportions, the knobs, the 

shutter dial, the rangefinder 

window — all familiar. But it is 

not a Leica. It is a Zorki, a 

Soviet copy, the kind of 

camera that might easily have 

been bought in Latvia or 

Manchuria, where Karl-Heinz, 

Silke’s grandfather, lived for a 

time. These cameras were 

common in the postwar years: 

affordable, sturdy, and close 

enough to the German 

originals to feel familiar in the 

hand. 

The story behind them is its 

own small piece of history. 

Before the war, the Soviets 

acquired Leica cameras and 

tooling. After the war, they 

took entire production lines 

from Germany as reparations. 

Factories in Kharkiv and 

Krasnogorsk began producing near-Leicas — mechanically simple, sometimes rough 

at the edges, but capable of good work in the right hands. The same pattern 

appeared in other technologies of the era: the BMW boxer motorcycles that 

re-emerged as Urals and Dneprs, the German design still visible beneath the Soviet 

steel. 

Karl-Heinz’s camera fits into that lineage. It is not a luxury object; it is a working tool 

from a time when photography was still a deliberate act. You loaded the film 

carefully, advanced it by feel, judged the light with your eyes, and hoped the 

shutter behaved. The Zorki’s shutter is stiff now, the film compartment empty, but the 

structure remains intact. The leather case is worn, the stitching still holding. 

In the cabinet, the camera sits among other objects that time has collected. It 

carries a mechanical presence shaped by German design and by the postwar 

industrial world in which it was reproduced. 

The Frisian House in Morsum — Behrends Family 

Moin. In the Morsum house, people spoke everyday German, although like everyone 

else they still greeted each other with Moin — simply meaning “Good.” High 

German (Hochdeutsch) — the standard German taught in schools and used in 

public life, called “high” because it developed in the higher-elevation regions of 



central and southern 

Germany — had 

become the 

common form across 

the country, but 

Plattdeutsch was still 

heard from the older 

generation. On the 

Frisian coast, many 

families keep Platt as 

their first language 

and value it as part of 

their identity. The 

same is true in the 

south, where Swabians hold on to their own 

dialect with pride. Instead of Moin they say Grüß 

Gott — “Greetings to God.” On Sylt there is an 

active effort to keep the old island dialects 

alive, and many younger people feel a strong 

connection to them. 

Silke spent many summers in this house. She 

doesn’t speak Platt herself, but she understands 

enough of it to catch the intent. Much of that 

came from Frau Andersen, who lived in part of 

the house and spoke the island dialects as 

naturally as breathing. Silke often had coffee 

with her: 

“Kumm rin, mien Kind. De Kaffe is dor, un de 

Snak kümmt von sülvst.” Come in, child. The 

coffee’s ready, and the conversation will take 

care of itself. 

Coming in from the harsh North Sea wind, the kettle was on, and the language — 

German, Platt, or whatever came out first — was one dat de Siel warm maakt: that 

warms the soul. 

North German and Frisian Family Naming Traditions 

The German names in our family follow the older naming customs of northern 

Germany, especially the Frisian and Low German traditions that have long 

characterised Sylt and the wider Nordfriesland coast. These customs draw on 

Christian names, Danish influences, and the distinctive diminutive forms of the 

coastal dialects.  

"Moiken" is a North Frisian and Low German diminutive of Maria, using the -ken 

ending typical of older island usage. Her siblings — Gondel, Dürken, and Jens Peter 

— all belong to the same regional pattern. Gondel and Dürken are Frisian names 



found across the islands, while Jens Peter reflects the Danish–Frisian overlap that 

influenced naming on Sylt for generations. 

"Silke" is a northern diminutive of Cecilia, again using the -ke ending common in 

Schleswig-Holstein and the North Sea coastal districts. Her brothers — Malte and 

Heiko — are also North German. Malte has roots in medieval Danish and Low 

German usage, and Heiko is a Frisian and Low German short form of Heinrich.  

The name "Otto", now carried by our grandson in New Zealand, fits naturally into this 

tradition. It is an old Germanic name meaning “heritage” or “lineage,” long 

established in northern Germany. It also echoes earlier generations in Silke’s family: 

her great-grandfather Otto Lüdemann, and her father Willy Otto Jens Peters, who 

carried Otto as his middle name. 

The Clock from Morsum 

The mantel clock came from the 

old Behrends house in Morsum, on 

the eastern end of the island of 

Sylt — at Ruar Ort 26. The village 

sits close to the heath and the 

long dunes where the Peters 

family once rode their bicycles, 

following the sandy tracks above 

the Wadden Sea. The house 

belonged to Silke’s maternal 

family, first purchased by her 

grandfather, Hanns Behrends, in 

the mid-1900s. 

The clock is a simple Lenzkirch mantel clock. 

Lenzkirch was considered among the finest 

German clocks of the era, rivalling Gustav 

Becker. Marked on the movement is the 

factory’s “2 Million” series stamp and the serial 

number 081656 — unmistakable identifiers of a 

clock produced at the factory in the Black 

Forest, probably between 1890 and 1905, when 

the company was at the height of its precision 

manufacturing. The brass plate also carries the 

AGUL R4 oval mark and the small EA stamp, 

signatures of the workshop. 

Made decades before Hanns moved to Sylt, 

the clock likely spent its early years in Bremen 

and was brought to the island only after he 

settled there in the 1920s. It stood in the Morsum house until Silke’s parents eventually 

sold the property. 

The Morsum house kept its original layout: low doorways, narrow passages, and the 

long thatched roof typical of the old Frisian homes on the island. One part was 



occupied by Frau Andersen, who held 

a life tenancy. Her presence meant that 

the interior remained largely 

unchanged, with the rooms arranged 

as they had been in Hanns’s time. When 

she died, the family decided the 

moment had come to sell. 

When the house was finally being 

cleared, Moiken passed the clock to 

me. It was one of the last things carried 

out of that place, a small piece of the 

Behrends household that would travel 

with us to New Zealand in the container 

with all our belongings, by ship through 

the Suez Canal, then across the Indian 

Ocean and onward to the Pacific 

Ocean and Auckland. 

Years later, when Silke, Max, and I 

returned to Morsum, we lingered by the 

front gate, unsure whether we would 

see inside again. The new owner noticed us 

and warmly invited us in. The house had 

been extensively remodelled, but its 

essential character remained: the long 

roofline, the brickwork — beautiful. 

The clock now sits on our mantelpiece, 

beneath the arched window frames from 

Kemnat — the mirrors we brought back 

from Stuttgart. The clock still works. It only 

needs to be wound, and usually that 

happens when Max is home, when he has 

the urge to tinker — and there is something 

fitting about that: a clock that travelled 

across continents now being wound by the 

next generation. With a turn of the key, 

perhaps it sparks his memory of the time we 

travelled to Sylt together and learned the 

reputation of the seagulls at the Westerland 

beach, which think nothing of taking food 

straight from a visitor’s hand. 

The Two Crockery Sets from Morsum 

The vintage Lenzkirch clock sits between 

Moiken and her brother, Jens Peter, at 

Morsum, Sylt. Look closely: on the wall to 

their right is a small artwork depicting two 

figures—one wearing a traditional, vibrant 

red Sylter Tracht cloak and the other a 

formal black top hat (Zylinder). 



The crockery we brought from the 

Morsum house consists of two sets that 

were used side by side in the 

household. As in many New Zealand 

baches and North Sea holiday homes, 

the older everyday crockery was 

placed in the holiday house, while 

newer sets were kept for the main 

household. These two sets had 

already seen long service in the 

Morsum house and were well used by 

the time we removed them prior to 

the sale of the property. Silke is fondly 

attached to the memory of seeing 

and using these pieces during family 

holidays on the island, when the 

crockery was in everyday use.  

The first group is the older service. 

These pieces carry the retailer’s stamp 

J.O.L. Harms, Hamburg, a supplier of 

household goods to northern families 

in the early 20th century. The 

porcelain itself was made by K&A 

(Kühnl & Altmann) of Kronach, 

Bavaria, whose heart-shaped mark 

appears on several items. The design 

— white porcelain with green borders, 

gold accents, and embossed rims — 

reflects the taste of North German and 

Frisian households around 1900–1930. 

Although manufactured in Bavaria, 

the pattern was chosen for the 

northern market and would have been 

familiar in many homes on Sylt.  K&A Kronach porcelain is now collectible, especially 

early 20th-century pieces. 

The second group is the hand-painted service. These pieces are marked with the 

blue AW emblem used by northern workshops that decorated blank porcelain 

(often from England) for the coastal market. The pattern — featuring the 

Ostfriesenrose (East Frisian Rose), painted on ribbed cups, small jugs, and serving 

plates — belongs to the East Frisian folk-art tradition, a pattern is still produced today 

by several small workshops. Sets of this type were common across the North Sea 

coast, from Ostfriesland to Nordfriesland, and were used in everyday domestic 

settings. The red Handgemalt stamp on some pieces is the decorator’s mark, 

indicating individual hand-painting rather than factory transfer work. 

The Sewing Table — Behrends Family 



The sewing table is also from Silke’s maternal 

line, kept by Moiken Behrends and used by the 

women before her. The table is made with 

patterned veneer, a scalloped top, and curved 

legs typical of North German furniture from the 

early 20th century. Inside the hinged lid are 

compartments and small drawers for thread, 

needles, and the tools needed for household 

repairs. The lock on the front suggests it once 

held items considered valuable or easily 

misplaced. 

Sewing tables were often given as 

coming-of-age gifts to young women, marking 

the moment when they were encouraged to 

learn textile work. Women in North Germany at 

the time, as in most cultures, made and repaired 

clothing and household textiles — a 

responsibility that, in many families, still falls to 

women today. For Silke, who knits, quilts, and 

makes dolls, the table has long been a familiar 

piece of her family’s household and one she 

values for its connection to the kind of work she 

continues to enjoy. 

The Tonwerk Offstein tile 

This is a Tonwerk Offstein tile from around 1900. It measures 150 mm square and 10 

mm thick, made of relief-moulded earthenware with a stylised floral motif in the 

Jugendstil style. Tiles like this were produced for Kachelöfen, the closed ceramic 

stoves used in German homes before central heating. The design is documented in 

Offstein’s catalogues from the period.  

This particular tile belonged to my wife’s 

father, Jens Peters (Willy Otto Jens Peters). As 

an architect he had a strong interest in 

organic form, and he valued objects like this 

for the way they expressed structure, rhythm, 

and intention. Jens was part of the 

architectural partnership Billing, Peters, Ruff, 

and among other projects he designed the 

Festhalle at the Uhlandshöhe Rudolf Steiner 

School in Stuttgart — the school his children 

attended — the first Waldorf school in the 

world. He also worked on the interior design of 

the early ICE high-speed trains, and 

contributed to the design of several Waldorf schools across Germany. Within 

anthroposophical circles he was well known for the way he connected architecture 

with ideas of form, movement, and human experience. 



His own reflections on the relationship between form and sound — drawing on his 

background as a violinist — can be read here: https://www.rter.co.nz/klang.html. 

What interested Jens in a tile like this was the way a form can speak when you really 

look at it. In the Goethean sense, observation isn’t analysis — it’s meeting a form 

patiently until its gesture becomes visible. That approach shaped how he worked 

with architecture, colour, and space. He looked for the inner movement behind a 

form, the way something grows or resolves, the lawfulness that holds it together. 

This Offstein tile fits into that way of seeing. Its rising motif, its clarity of line, and the 

way the form seems to unfold from within all point to a design language that still 

carries a tone — not a musical tone, but the kind of tonal quality he wrote about in 

Klang: a felt relationship between structure, movement, and intention. 

The Lageplan of Dornach 

Jens often spent time at the 

Goetheanum, and the two sketches 

we have on the wall come from 

those visits. They’re quick studies, but 

they show exactly how he looked at 

a building: through structure, 

movement, and the way forms 

relate to one another. 

Beside them hangs something rarer 

— an original Lageplan of Dornach 

that still includes the first 

Goetheanum, the great timber 

building completed in 1920 and 

destroyed by arson on the night of 

31 December 1922. It burned 

through New Year’s Eve and was 

gone by the morning. The loss 

shaped everything that followed 

there, including the decision to 

rebuild in concrete. 

On the back of the Lageplan is a 

notice from March 1920, addressed 

to Madame Peat-Bivar in Arlesheim 

and referring to a building 

application by Fräulein J. E. Vreede 

— almost certainly Dr Elisabeth 

Vreede, the mathematician and 

early anthroposophist who lived and 

worked in Dornach at the time. It 

situates the map within the early 

years of the Dornach community, when houses were being planned around the first 

Goetheanum and neighbours were still formally notified of each new build. It’s a 

https://www.rter.co.nz/klang.html?fbclid=IwZXh0bgNhZW0CMTAAYnJpZBExdUFYcnhOYzVmWDB4MkNDVnNydGMGYXBwX2lkEDIyMjAzOTE3ODgyMDA4OTIAAR7dVbEeEvSuBoSSnwV1YoQWTCysQV0tMzgWSmfjSYaFPhQj_4sM0VMv0Ktf5Q_aem_wJLbYMnWufynVp58yn594Q


capture of that moment, and it confirms the plan as an original document from the 

period. 

The Architectural Prints and Art 

In the same storage cylinder where 

we’d kept our children’s school 

artwork, I found a group of much 

older papers rolled in among them. 

Three of the sheets are original design 

studies from the winter of 1915–16 — 

exercises in ornament, pattern, and 

botanical form from a German 

applied-arts school. There was 

another, but that was lost in the studio 

of a Henderson framer many years 

ago now. All three were done by the 

same student, Margarete 

Gayda/Gaydan/Gayden. 

Alongside these were several 

architectural prints and engravings — 

a simple house plan on very thin 

paper, classical façades, interior 

perspectives, a view of Schloss 

Solitude — the sort of instructional 

material used in architectural training before the First World War. 

The CCCP plaque  

Karl-Heinz Peters was a German SS-Oberscharführer 

stationed in the Soviet East, where he was later 

killed by a mine near Ignatenki in the Smolensk 

region. During his service he will have entered 

towns where administrative buildings displayed 

these state emblems. This plaque is one he may 

have removed from such a building and kept 

among his personal effects. After his death it was 

processed with the rest of his belongings and 

returned to his family through repatriation channels. It 

now sits in a box at the bottom of my wardrobe. 

The Wooden Wheel from Dornach 

I found it in 2003, lying half-hidden in long grass outside the Goetheanum in 

Dornach, Switzerland. Something about its shape and weight made me pick it up 

and carry it with me. When I returned to Auckland, I engraved the date and place 

on the rim — to remember. 



It is a wooden discus 

of the type used in 

schools and athletic 

clubs across Europe. 

The wood is old and 

weathered, showing 

its age after 

repeated handling 

and outdoor use. 

Coming from New 

Zealand, you grow 

up in a landscape where time feels young. Our cities are young. Our buildings are 

young. Even our oldest colonial structures barely reach back two centuries. Māori 

have been in Aotearoa since the 13th century, but the everyday built world most of 

us inhabit is still recent. Anything older than that carries a kind of magnetism simply 

because it belongs to a deeper layer of human time than we usually encounter. 

When you walk through Europe, you feel it immediately — the density of age, the 

way history sits in the stones and beams and gargoyles. A carved face on a church 

roof that has watched five hundred winters. A timber frame darkened by centuries 

of hands and smoke. A cobblestone worn smooth by people who lived and died 

long before New Zealand even had a name on European maps. Locals walk past 

these things without looking. A New Zealander stops, at least for a while, because 

we are not accustomed to this daily inheritance of centuries. 

The discus carries the memory of that walk among the distinctive buildings around 

Dornach, and the sense of being in a place formed by a much longer human 

timeline. 

The Puppet 

This cute wooden puppet from Germany has been 

with our family for many years. Its hair is a bundle of 

orange yarn, its face painted by hand, nose-less but 

always optimistic, always smiling. 

This one is handmade, slightly uneven. Our children 

grew up with this cheerful character hanging 

somewhere in the house. I have untangled it's strings 

many times.  

We have other little wooden things from Germany, 

but they are currently packed away. The nativity 

scene, for example, and the small angels that Silke 

makes herself (which aren't wooden). The three 

wooden kings begin their journey and move closer to 

the stable under the tree as Christmas approaches, as 

they did in her family. It is the Christkind (Christ-Child) 

that brings the presents on Christmas Eve. 



Christmas really begins long 

before the first Sunday of 

Advent. Silke is always looking 

for small items she can include 

in the Advent calendars she 

makes for our grandchildren, 

now that our own children are 

adults. In Germany on the 

evening of December 5th, 

children hang out stockings at 

the end of their beds or on the 

mantelpiece. On the morning 

of the 6th, they are awake 

without prompting, checking 

whether St. Nicholas and Knecht 

Ruprecht have left nuts, fruit, 

chocolate, or a small toy. But this custom in New Zealand we have neglected, since 

in the English tradition, that's not really a thing here. 

The Stuttgart Weihnachtsmarkt was part of that season for us. Stalls selling Advent 

wreaths, carved figures, and decorations. The smell of roasted nuts, pine branches, 

and Glühwein. These things carry a picture of Germany that many New Zealanders 

know only from winter cards: snow on roofs, church bells ringing in Christmas. 

In New Zealand, Christmas arrives in summer. We open presents at the same 

moment Germany does, but for us it is early morning on the 25th. The light and the 

air are different, but some of the older traditions still find their place, as well as our 

summer traditions. The puppet remains where it always has been. Like the old stone 

figures — the gargoyles on European churches — it has witnessed many German 

winters and New Zealand summers and continues to look on, hopefully with 

approval. It is always smiling, so things can’t be that bad. 

Pair of Arched Window Frames, Kemnat, near Stuttgart 

A matched pair of late-19th-century 

softwood window frames from a farm 

outbuilding on the Filder plateau. 

Narrow, half-arched openings, built to 

sit square in a brick wall with iron corner 

plates holding the geometry. This paired 

form was standard in haylofts and 

stable bays across Kemnat and the 

neighbouring villages. 

By the 1980s many of these outbuildings 

were being cleared, and architectural 

fragments from them were suddenly 

valued. A shop in Kemnat — where we 

lived at the time — occasionally stocked pieces like this. The original glass was 

removed and replaced with mirror so they could be hung as wall pieces. 

Stuttgarter Weihnachtmarkt 



They travelled with us to New Zealand and now hang above the Lenzkirch clock — 

two arched openings from a working farm, kept simply because they were 

characteristic of the place we lived in, and because we thought they were neat. 

HMV Intermediate Monarch Gramophone from Stuttgart 

Purchased in the late 1980s from an 

antique shop on the Uhlandshöhe 

(named after the poet Ludwig Uhland) 

in Stuttgart, together with more than 

one hundred shellac records (78s) 

ranging from early jazz to German 

Christmas music. 

The gramophone is an HMV 

Intermediate Monarch, produced 

around 1913, housed in a mahogany 

case with moulded plinth and simple 

architectural lines typical of the period. 

It is fitted with a Gramophone 

Company motor, manufactured at the 

company’s works in Hayes, Middlesex. 

The motor uses a three-ball governor, 

worm-drive gearing, manual brake, and 

screw-type speed control — the 

characteristic mechanical 

arrangement of HMV’s higher-grade 

external-horn machines before the First 

World War. The Exhibition soundbox and 

brass horn complete the acoustic 

system, giving the warm, resonant tone 

associated with pre-electrical playback. 

As a transitional model between the 

earlier Monarch Senior and the later 

internal-horn designs, it represents a 

moment when domestic sound 

reproduction was still entirely 

mechanical, relying on weight, spring 

tension, and finely balanced 

metalwork. The accompanying records form a small archive of early 

twentieth-century listening, preserved in shellac and still playable on the machine for 

which they were made.  

For safe playback on an acoustic gramophone, a steel needle should be used for 

only one record side! 

The Lenk Bronzes. Pope and Emperor from Bodman 



These two bronzes were bought in Bodman, on 

the western end of the Bodensee (Lake 

Constance). We were staying with friends who 

run the Rotisserie Pferdehof, a very nice 

restaurant set in one of the old farm buildings 

that still show its earlier life and character as a 

working Pferdehof (Horse yard). The area has a 

long history: Neolithic lake dwellers, Roman 

traces, Alemannic settlement, and later the 

Counts of Bodman, whose estates covered 

much of the surrounding land. 

From the restaurant it is a short walk to 

the home of the sculptor Peter Lenk. His 

property is easy to recognise — large 

figures stand in the yard and on a strip 

of land across the road. Inside his small 

studio gallery the scale changes, and 

the pieces become more restrained. 

These two bronzes were displayed 

there: a seated king and a seated 

pope, each in Lenk’s characteristic 

compressed posture. They are working 

bronzes, small preparatory studies 

made for the much larger figures held 

aloft by Imperia in Lenk’s well-known 

sculpture at Konstanz. In this smaller 

form they appear more reflective and 

less satirical than their monumental 

counterparts. 

Lenk himself appeared briefly, with his 

unrestrained moustache that seemed 

to grow in several directions. I raised my 

camera without thinking and was met with a firm “Keine Fotos”, reinforced by a 

disapproving look from a couple nearby. I put the camera away and bought the 

bronzes instead. 

They serve as a reminder of that walk: our good friends there, the restaurant, the old 

farm buildings, the long history of the Bodman valley, and the eccentric sculptor 

working just up the road. It is a location well worth a visit. 

Imperia is a rotating statue by Peter Lenk, installed in 1993 at the harbour of 

Konstanz. It stands nine metres high and slowly turns on its axis every four minutes. 

The figure represents Imperia, a character from a satirical short story by Balzac, who 



uses the Council of Constance (1414–1418) as the backdrop for a critique of clerical 

and secular hypocrisy. In her raised hands she holds two small nude figures wearing 

a papal tiara and an imperial crown — not the actual Pope and Emperor, but 

symbolic “fools” representing the moral failings of those in power. The statue caused 

controversy when first installed but has since become one of the best-known 

landmarks on the Bodensee. 

The Frog at Morisset 

In 1982 I was working at Morisset Psychiatric 

Hospital and renting a flat under a house near 

the end of Morisset Peninsula, right on the 

shore of Lake Macquarie, New South Wales. 

One afternoon I came home and found what 

looked like a plastic frog sitting in the middle of 

the living room floor. I assumed someone was 

playing a joke on me and leaned in for a 

closer look. Then it winked. Remembering 

warnings about warts and not wanting to 

touch it, I went upstairs and asked the 

landlady to remove it for me.  

Years later, while working at the 

Schwedenscheuer restaurant in Echterdingen, 

I took a break from work and walked with Silke 

along the main street, looking in shop 

windows. In one of them was a bronze frog 

that reminded me of the Morisset incident, 

and I mentioned it in passing. I went back to 

work, but Silke stayed behind. Unbeknown to 

me, she bought the frog and gave it to me 

later. It was a simple gesture, but a thoughtful 

one, and I have never forgotten it. 

The bronze frog now sits on a small shelf above 

our toilet. It is an unassuming place for it, but 

somehow fitting — a reminder of a flat on Lake 

Macquarie, a winking green tree frog, and a 

gift chosen with care.  

The Australian green tree frog (Litoria 

caerulea) is a harmless native species and 

does not cause warts; that old belief comes 

from confusion with human viruses, not frogs. In 

fact, its skin produces antimicrobial 

compounds that help protect it from infection 

and have been studied for potential medical 

uses. Green tree frogs are also well known for 

turning up around houses — especially in bathrooms, kitchens, and toilets — 

because they seek out moisture, cool tiles, and the insects attracted to lights. They 

Wirtshaus zur Schwedenscheuer 



are gentle, long-lived, and commonly kept as pets in Australia, which has made 

them one of the country’s most familiar and well-liked frogs. 

Two Vehicles at Morisset 

Two vehicles defined my time living at Morisset. 

The first was a 1970 Valiant Regal VF with a V8 and 

leather bucket seats, automatic shifter on the 

floor, rather than column change (Registration 

KEV770) — a very cool car, but far too thirsty for 

Australian distances. The second was a 1979 Suzuki 

TS250ER, a trail bike that took me through all the 

forest tracks around Morisset. My colleagues at the 

Hospital once wrapped a dead red-bellied black 

snake around the handlebars to frighten “the 

Kiwi”. Both machines are long gone, sadly, but 

they’re tied to that place in my memories. 

Morisset, named after James Thomas Morisset 

(1780–1852), a British Army officer and former 

commandant of the penal colony at Newcastle and later Norfolk Island, was where I 

first became interested in family history (1982). Norfolk Island is where my ancestor, 

Edmund Woodward, was stationed before being called to fight at Ruapekapeka.   

The Newspapers from Dural 

These newspapers came to me when I lived 

at Dural in New South Wales, back in the 

1980s. They have followed me ever since, 

not because they are rare or valuable, but 

because they carry a particular kind of 

historical weight. 

They are issues of The Graphic from 1917, the 

heavy wartime editions with their red covers 

and confident headlines. The Graphic was 

one of the major illustrated newspapers of 

the late Victorian and Edwardian eras — a 

publication that shaped how the British 

public visualised the world. Its artists and 

engravers produced dramatic scenes of 

battles, ships, landscapes, and political 

events long before photography could 

reliably do the same. 

Inside these 1917 issues, the pages are filled 

with the machinery of the First World War: 

biplanes banking through cloud, diagrams 

of bombing trajectories, naval storms in the 

North Sea, and advertisements for soap, 



corsets, and patent medicines sitting alongside it all, as if nothing were out of the 

ordinary. 

One of the maps shows the front line around Arras and Vimy. In 1917, on that same 

stretch of ground, two men who would one day be linked through family stood on 

opposite sides. My grandfather, Robert Fergusson Strong, serving with the British 

forces; and my wife’s great-grandfather, Otto Ludemann, serving with the Germans. 

Their paths crossed only in the abstract — two young men caught in the same vast 

machinery, facing each other without ever knowing it. 

The newspapers do not tell their stories, 

but they frame the world those men 

inhabited: the maps they marched 

across, the battles that shaped their lives, 

and the distance between them. 

The 1917 editions of The Graphic are full 

of the optimism and certainty that 

wartime publications often projected. 

The tone is confident, even when the 

news is grim. The illustrations show soldiers 

advancing, ships cutting through waves, 

and aircraft soaring — the heroic imagery of a war that was, in reality, grinding, 

muddy, and attritional. 

Yet these papers are not propaganda in the crude sense. They are part of the visual 

culture of the time — a world in which the illustrated press was the primary window 

onto distant events. For many families, these images were the closest they came to 

seeing the war their sons were fighting. 

The issues I have are worn at the edges, the paper brittle, the colours faded. But they 

still carry the atmosphere of that year — the sense of a world suspended between 

hope and exhaustion, between the old order and the new. 

A Bible and a Spoon Set – New Zealand 

The Bible was a gift from Auntie Shirley in March 

1961, my name written inside the presentation 

page in careful handwriting. Auntie Shirley — my 

godmother, Shirley Scott Fitzpatrick — was a friend 

of my mother’s whom I never knew. From 1957 to 

1963 she lived at 235 Stoddard Road, Mt Albert, 

with her husband, Edward John William Fitzpatrick, 

a clerk. The book is a child’s Bible: bright cover, 

simple illustrations, and familiar passages laid out 

for young eyes. The edges have softened over 

time, but it remains in good condition, as if it was 

always handled gently — if at all. 



The spoon set is in similarly good condition. 

Inside the padded box are a spoon and a 

food pusher — the sort of set given to a child 

learning to eat properly. Mine never made it to 

the table, though the task was mastered all 

the same. It ended up in the cabinet simply 

because it belonged to my beginning, not 

because it ever played a part in daily life. 

The Bayonet 

The next item from the cabinet is a 

bayonet — my father’s, James 

William Carter, a Vietnam veteran. 

It sits here for no other reason than 

the personal connection to him, 

and to the small overlap in our own 

military service. His was long and in 

wartime; mine was short and during 

a peaceful period, and in a very 

different role. He was an 

infantryman — a grunt — while I 

served as an Army chef. But the link 

is there all the same. 

The bayonet belonged to an M16 

automatic rifle, the weapon that 

eventually superseded the old SLR. I 

had the chance to fire an M16 

during my service: light, fast, and 

without the heavy recoil of the SLR — a 

7.62-calibre rifle with a kick like a mule. The 

difference between the two weapons says a lot 

about the eras they belonged to. The SLR was a 

Cold War rifle: heavy, powerful, built for 

distance and stopping power. The M16 was a 

Vietnam-era rifle: lighter, faster, designed for 

jungle warfare and rapid movement.  

Beside it, for comparison, is one of my own army-issued knives. These are not in the 

cabinet — they still live in the kitchen knife block, on active service of a different 

kind. Look closely and you can see my regimental number engraved on the blade: 

G49594. A quality Solingen knife, it has served me well in commercial kitchens across 

three countries. 

The bayonet is a link to him — a reminder of service, of family, and of the way 

objects can hold stories that words sometimes cannot. 

Modern French Culinary Art and the New Larousse Gastronomique  



The Oasis — a weather-beaten building in the middle of that long stretch of State 

Highway One, on the edge of the Desert Road, in the shadow of the sisters 

Ruapehu, Tongariro, and Ngauruhoe, and about twenty miles from civilisation: 

Taihape. The Oasis Hotel. A name that promised more than it ever delivered, which 

was part of its attraction. 

For a young soldier on Basic 144, and later an 

apprentice chef working every kitchen in Waiouru — 

from the 1000-man mess and Block 3 to the hospital 

— the Oasis was the unofficial annex of Gallipoli 

Barracks. A place where the cold thawed a little, 

where the jukebox played disco, and where the 

carpet had absorbed more stories than anyone can 

remember. You could walk in with steam burns, flour 

on your shoes, or the smell of the servery still clinging 

to you, and no one would think twice.  

“Active service” there meant hanging out in the 

lounge bar with the rest of the shift, reflecting on a 

day in the messes, swapping rumours about the Pio 

girls, and hoping for a party where someone would 

eventually pull out a guitar for “Ten Guitars” (the 

Māori version of karaoke). Thursday-night discos run 

by Lloydie meant “My Sharona”, “Y.M.C.A.”, “Ooo 

Baby Baby”, and this one 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gRrFt9yhouM 

and the usual rum-and-stones chants of “Up the 

long ladder”. Later in the night, the fingers now 

nicotine-stained, came the sound of warm water 

being poured — and sometimes passed — over 

windscreens and door locks to free up the ice for the 

short drive back to barracks in time to start the early 

shift. Not particularly attractive, I know. It was the late ’70s and early ’80s. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gRrFt9yhouM


For someone who had lived in Waiouru as an Army brat and returned in uniform, the 

place didn’t change much between childhood and service — same buildings, same 

thin icy air in winter, and the dry heat in summer. Only the parties changed: from 

pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey to vice-versa parties and toga parties. Now they were 

wild, fun, and part of the initiation into being young (and naïve) in a town where the 

Army did all the controlling. 

The cookery books — Modern French Culinary Art and the New Larousse 

Gastronomique — were a kind of required purchase back in those days. Another 

book, Practical Cookery by Victor Ceserani and Ronald Kinton, was the everyday 

go-to. I think I still have that too , though all of them are close to seeing the tip now. 

Their pages show dishes plated on silver salvers, truffles arranged like jewels, aspics 

set in moulds that were probably impossible to find in New Zealand back then. But 

the books mattered. They were the link between the London City & Guilds standards 

the Army trained you under and the wider world of professional cookery. 

In fact, only during the years 

working as an Army chef did I 

ever need to consult those 

volumes — usually when 

preparing chaudfroid and aspic 

work for special functions. I 

remember a fair few formal 

dinners (and the parties after — 

kind of), and the very fine 

occasion when the Māori 

Queen, Te Arikinui Dame Te 

Atairangikaahu, was entertained 

at Ngāruawāhia Military Camp. 

Other events come back too: 

the opening of a timber mill 

somewhere near Raetihi, the 

world rowing championships at Karapiro (30 October to 5 November 1978), and the 

opening of the National Army Museum at Waiouru (15 October 1978), where 

another chef, Greenie, and I carved a life-size soldier — complete with SLR rifle — 

out of margarine. 

I wasn’t a great chef, to be fair, and I often wondered how the hell I was going to 

get out of this. But the trade carried me across different countries and helped me 

survive: Lloyds Restaurant on Bar Beach in Newcastle, Morisset Hospital, Warrah 

Village, Uhlandshöhe School, Lufthansa, a Swabian restaurant in Echterdingen, and 

the Watermark on the esplanade by the Masonic Hotel in Devonport. 

I was happy to finally escape to more family-friendly employment in the disability 

sector, beyond all that. But the Oasis, the books, the kitchens, the cold mornings, the 

parties, and the people (especially the people — He tāngata, he tāngata, he 

tāngata) — they all earn their place in my heart, which I am pleased to say does not 

yet require any kind of medication to keep it turning over. They are the backdrop to 

a life that began in uniform, travelled far, and somehow we survived through it. 



The Surviving Tapes (Just) 

My tape collection for the Sony Walkman from 

about 45 years ago. Much of the music is still 

good, although I may be biased. Like an old 

wine, I wonder if they're still playable. They've 

been under the house for a very long time now. 
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